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Yet Hope relieues, his hurtful Heate

and Wyll doth Payne make lyght,
And al the griefes, that then he feeles

doth Prefence flyll requyght.
But when the Lyght abfented is,

and Beanies in hart remayne,
Then flames the Fyre frefh agayne,

and newe begyns his Payne.
Then longe he lookes, his loffe to fe,

then fobbes, and fyghes abounde,
Then mourneth he, to mys the marke

that erft to foone he founde.
Then fhadefull places oute he lookes,

and all alone be lyues,
Exylynge loye, and myrth from him,

hymfelfe to waylynge gyues,
And flyll his minde theron doth mufe

and flyll, therof he prates,
O Daphnes here I fwere to the,

no griefe to Louers flate.
Yf he but ones beholde the place,

where he was wont to mete,
The pleafaunt forme yat hym enflamd,

and ioyfull Countnaunce fwete.
The place (a wonderous thing I tell)

his gryefe augmenteth newe,
Yet flyll he fekes the place to fe,

that mofle he fhulde efchewe.
Yf but the name rehearfed be

(a thynge more flratinge to heare)
Then Colour commes and goes in haft

then quaketh he for feare,
The verye name, hath fuch a force,

that it can dafe the mynde,
And make the man amafde to flande,

what force hath Loue to bynde ?
Affection none to this is lyke,

it doth furmownt them all.